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Sir Oliv, Why, to say the truth, I am.
Chas. Surf. Then you must know that I have a dev'lish rich uncle in the East Indies, Sir Oliver Surface, from whom I have the greatest expectations?
Sir Oliv. That you have a wealthy uncle, I have heard; but how your expectations will turn out is more, I believe, than you can tell.
Chas. Surf. Oh, no 1 - there can be no doubt. They tell me I'm a prodigious favourite, and that he talks of leaving me everything.
Sir Oliv. Indeed! this is the first I've heard of it.
Chas. Surf. Yes, yes, 'tis just so. Moses knows 'tis true; don't you, Moses?
Mos. Oh, yes! I'll swear to't.
Sir Oliv. Egad, they'll persuade me presently I'm at Bengal.                                                                [Aside*.
Chas. Surf. Now I propose, Mr Premium, if it's agreeable to you, a post-obit on Sir Oliver's life: though at the same time the old fellow has been so liberal to me, that I give you my word, I should be very sorry to hear that anything had happened to him.
Sir Oliv. Not more than I should, I assure you. But the bond you mention happens to be just the worst security you could offer me - for I might live to a hundred and never recover the principal.
Chas. Surf. Oh, yes, you would - the moment Sir Oliver dies, you know, you would come on me for the money.
Sir Oliv. Then I believe I should be the most unwelcome dun you ever had in your life.
Chas. Surf. What! I suppose you're afraid that Sir Oliver is too good a life?
Sir Oliv. No, indeed I am not; though I have heard he is as hale and healthy as any man of his years in Christendom.
Chas. Surf. There again, now, you are misinformed. No, no, the climate has hurt him considerably, poor uncle Oliver. Yes, yes, he breaks apace, I am told - and is